THE  TURBULENT   GODDESS

She struggled throughout an entire pas de deux to salvage her mod-
esty. And I am not sure but that her embarrassing tussle with a
shoulderstrap was more painful to watch than Isadora's indiffer-
ence. Isadora merely ignored the costume, or lack of it By giving
her uninterrupted concentration to the dance, and thus making
the simple assumption that the dance was of supreme importance
at the moment, she invited the audience to follow her example.
Perhaps she was right To repair the damage in full view of the
audience had the unfortunate effect of calling vulgar attention
to it

As the program ended the audience exploded into wild clamor.
Isadora stepped out before the curtain and made the most impas-
sioned speech of the entire tour.

Again I asked her, for perhaps the fiftieth time, to forego
speeches and restrict herself to dancing. Again she was, for the
fiftieth time, willing and eager to comply. She promised to be
good. I confess that, in her own way, she kept her promise this
time. But with what embarrassing results for me!

I went to Isadora's farewell recital with, for the first time since
the S. S. Paris had slid into her dock that Sunday in October, a
mind free of anxiety. It would soon be over. This was the last con-
cert. A feeling of relief, of well-being, buoyed me and I walked
with a light step through tie crowd of standees to my favorite
vantage point at the back of the house*

My happiness was premature.

While Isadora danced, in my cheerful frame of mind I was able
to savor, for the first time since she arrived, the heroic beauty of
her person and her movement. Her face was lined with years and
suffering, but her body, with the fullness of ripe womanhood, was
a caryatid come to life.

She is a great woman, I was thinking as the final curtain fell,
already forgetting the months of long-distance alarms and excur-
sions she had put me through.
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